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.. Split-second 
action forU.N.G.LE. 


ON'T let words fail you! Write to me about any- 
thing you like, a complaint, an anecdote, 
school, holidays, mums and dads . . . anything. 


You can win ten shillings if your letter is printed 
on this page. Don't forget to include your name 


and address on the letter, and to list your six 
favourite (and your least favourite) features or 
stories. All you have to do then is send your letter 
to the address given below, and keep your fingers 
crossed! 


Dresses For 
Ten Winners 


A beautiful BETA dress is on its 
way to each of the ten winners of 
the ‘‘Beatles” competition of Issue 
24. Their names are: Christine 
Baker, Clapton; Patricia Day, 
Waltham Abbey; Pamela Stanley, 


| WRITE TO: 

LADY PENELOPE, 
ASHENTREE COURT, 
18-19 WHITE- 
FRIARS STREE?P, 


LONDON, E.C.4 
(Comp.). For a postal 
reply, please enclose 
a stamped, self- 
addressed envelope. 


LOOKING STRAINED 
My baby sister was out with me one 
day last week. We were walking down 
the road and she said “Look at that 
boy with tea-leaves all over his face.” 
When I looked round I saw that the 
boy had got freckles. 
Karen Hardman, 
Manchester. 


THE BOYS IN BLUE 
I was reading a letter in LADY 


Birkenhead; Jayne Mountford, 
Wolverhampton; Pauline Bird, 
Walsall; Sheila Corder, Leather- 
head; Melodie James, Warrington; 
Ann Hodge, Rochford; S. Overton, 
Newcastle-on-Tyne; Geraldine 
Bartlett, Gloucester. 


SCREAMING NITWITS 


Has anybody got a dad like mine ? He 
hates all pop groups and singers and 
calls them all screaming nitwits, but if 
I ask him a question about any of the 
groups he always gives the answer in 
the minutest detail. It amuses my mum 
and me. % 

Jane Millar, 

Ballymena. 


He’s probably got a whole pile of Rolling 
Stones’ albums hidden in his sock drawer ! 


ALL CHANGE 


I felt that I must write and tell you 
that next year at my school, the boys 
will be doing domestic science and the 
girls will be doing woodwork and 
metalwork. I think the boys will look 
funny in aprons. What a pity they won’t 
wear caps. 
Doreen Turner, 
Hounslow. 


I should think the girls will look just as funny 
in boiler suits | 
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On Whit Monday we went to see the Lions of Longleat. Longleat is 
the home of the Marquis of Bath. He has acres and acres of land, 
and recently bought a lot of lions to roam about in a fenced-off area. 
Plenty of signs are put up telling people to “Close all doors and 
windows” of their cars, and “If you break down, sound your horn 
and wait for the White Hunter.” The white hunters tour around in 
black and white striped vans, carrying guns in case of emergency. 


CAT AND DOG 
I have a cat and a dog, When I feed 
them I put the cat’s food in the kitchen 
and the dog’s food in the garage. As 
soon as they have both finished, the 
cat rushes out for the dog’s food and 
the dog comes rushing in for the cat’s 
food. Both of them are stubborn. The 
dog often lies against the door and will 
not move unless he is forced to. The 
cat often lies on a chair by the fire and 
te not move even if someone sits on 


Sandra Harrison, 
Newcastle-upon-Tyne. 


They don’t sound like pets, they sound more 
like enemies ! 


WHAT, NO CHIPS? 


One day all the family were out in the 
car going down a quiet country lane, 
when all of a sudden we heard a crash. 
We stopped and got out. There was 
fried egg all over the front of the car. 
We found out later that crows steal 
hens’ eggs from the farms, and this 
crow must have dropped one as it flew 
along. The heat from the engine had 
cooked it on the bonnet of the car. 


Christine Higton, 
Nottingham. 


CRUELTY TO WASHING 


My Mum was dyeing a dress in the 

washing machine, and wher I told my 

little sister who is three, she said, 

“Mummy isn’t dying it . . . it’s the 
washing machine that’s killing it.” 

Kathryn Perry, 

Sheffield. 


PENELOPE from a girl called Paula 
Anthony who 
collects mis- 
prints from 
newspapers. I 
wonder whether 
she saw this one 
that I found in 
the Daily Mail. 
“«. and followed 
by the police- 
man, carrying 
his suitcase, his 
wife and child- 
ren John, eleven, 
Lyn, nine, 
Robert, six, and Janet, four.” 
These strong policemen are wonder- 
ful, aren’t they ? 
Pamela Taylor, 
Gorleston. 
Ohh, you stole my funny line! By the way, 
see page 15 this week for more on the law. 


TOP OF THE FORM 
Last Sunday we had our Sunday School 
anniversary. During certain hymns we 
had to stand up on our seat, which was 
a long form. The infants at the front 
had a very wobbly form. One small 
girl got up a second before the others 
and the whole form flew up at one end 
and half the children fell off! The older 
ones got up feeling very embarrassed 
and the younger ones started to cry. 
But soon everything settled down and 
we began singing again. 
Carolyn White, 
Buxton. 


HOME, SWEET HOME 
After reading the Perils of Parker where 
Parker went on a mystery tour, I 
thought I would tell you what happened 
to my mother’s friend and her husband. 
They left Coventry to go on holiday. 
The next day they saw a mystery tour 
advertised, and decided to buy tickets 
for it. After a while the coach stopped 
outside Coventry Cathedral, which was 
the mystery destination. They got out of 
the coach and went home for a cup of 
tea. Then they got back on the coach 
to finish their holiday! 
Beverly Bruges, 
Coventry. 


THERE ARE LIONS AT THE BOTTO 


dayne Frediani, 
High Wycombe. 
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IN THE SMALL MID -EUROPEAN STATE OF 
RUMARIA , AN ARMOLIRED CAR ARRIVES 
AT PRESIDENT. BRUDENSK!'S PALACE... 


THE INFORMATION IS LEAKED TO 
ROSE STANDON, WHO IS GLAD OF 
THE ACTIVITY... 


YES, MR. WAVERLY... 


[ 


SECRET POLICE CHIEF, COLONEL CLEMENTOVA : 
HAS ARRIVED. HE REPORTS TO MADAME i 
BRUDENSKI, MINISTER FOR HOME AFFAIRS Lis 
AND WIFE OF THE PRESIDENT. yy 
sy 
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NAPOLEON SOLO AND ILLYA KURVAKIN 
ARE SUMMONED TO THE NEW YORK 
HEADQUARTERS... 
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THEY MOVE CLOSER TO 
FOSE STANDON... AND 
NAPOLEON PASSES 
MESSAGE... 


AGENTS SHOUD HAVE Hagel 
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From Lady Penelope’s top secret dossiers .. . the final 


UND AREY and Tim Perkins, wrecked 
in fog on the Normandy coast, stumble 
across a gang of international crooks steal- 
ing art treasures from Britain and selling 
them to a contact in Russia. Tim is caught 
and is a prisoner in the crooks’ chateau 
headquarters, and now Linda, having 
stowed away on a launch making a 


rendezvous with a Russian submarine, has 
also met with disaster! 


LOWLY, Linda felt her swim- 

ming senses begin to return. 

She lay awkwardly in the 
bottom of the launch, and her head 
rang with the blow that Willis, the 
boatman, had dealt her. 

She could see him standing over 
her, his legs braced and his hands on 
his hips. His beard jutted angrily 
beneath the scowling slash of a 
mouth. 

“On your feet, kid. You’ve got 
some explaining to do.” 

Linda obeyed shakily, but deep 
inside, there was a wonderful glow of 
satisfaction. When she’d been dis- 
covered, she’d managed to knock 
Willis senseless . . . a pleasure enough. 
But in those few vital moments when 
he’d sprawled across the gunwale, she 
had managed to get an S.0.S. message 
transmitted over the radio. The only 
snag ... had anyone picked it up? 

“What are you going to do?” Linda 
seemed to hear her voice from afar, as 
though someone else were speaking. 

Willis grinned wolfishly. “You'll go 
back to the Green Chateau,” he said. 
“You can join your young pal in the 
cellar lock-up, while Leon decides 
what to do with you both, It won’t 
be a pleasant end, I can promise 
you.” 

The boatman glanced at the radio, 
which he’d shattered with one massive 
blow of his fist. “Now talk, youngster. 
You were messing with the trans- 
mitter.. .” 

Linda began to act, and her acting 
was good. A dejected shrug of her 
shoulders . . . “I couldn’t find how to 
make it work, more’s the pity.” She 
looked Willis straight in the eye, and 
knew that he believed the lie. 


ps the gloomy cellar of The Green 
Chateau, Tim Perkins sat hunched 
against a dank wall and stared at his 
bare surroundings. A couple of broken 
packing crates, a sturdy ventilation 
grille high up near the ceiling, a 
naked light-bulb. And a stout door, 
barred and bolted on the outside. 

“IT wonder what’s happened to 
Linda?” Tim spoke the words aloud. 
“And what’s the gang doing now? 
Nobody’s been near me for hours.” 

Leon, the boss. His girl friend 
Gwendoline. The two other men, For 
all Tim knew, they’d cleared out of 
the chateau, leaving him to starve 
and rot. The boy chewed his lip and 
swiped angrily at one of the broken 
erates . . . wincing with pain as his 
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hand met the jagged end of a rusty 
nail, 

The nail! It was large and hooked, 
and caught fast in the end of a long 
slat! 

Tim jumped to his feet, his eyes 
darting up towards the ventilator 
grille. Could there be a chance . . . 
the merest hope of escape? 

The grille must be at least two 
feet square. Sunk in the cement of 
the wall. Old cement . . . it could be 
made to crumble! 

, Feverishly, the boy wrenched the 
slat free and stretched upwards. The 
nail met the wall and immediately 
began to bring down a rewarding 
patter of chippings . . . 


DAwN had broken by the time 
Willis steered the launch back 
into the underground harbour beneath 
the Normandy cliffs. He forced Linda 
on to the jetty and marched her 
towards his hut, her arm twisted 
cruelly behind her back, He picked 
up the intercom telephone and spoke 
rapidly into it, and Linda heard 
Leon’s unmistakable voice at the 
other end. 

Lhe receiver banged home again, 
and Willis turned to the girl with a 
satisfied smirk on his face, “Leon’s 
coming down for you personally, kid, 
He wants a cosy little chat.” 

Soon, Linda found herself sitting 
in the spacious room the gang used as 
a headquarters lounge. Around her, 
the impassive faces of Leon, Gwen- 
doline and one of Leon’s henchmen. 
Linda affected a casual air, though 
inside her, her heart was going like a 
trip-hammer. She took stock of her 
surroundings . . . the few chairs and 
the table. A filing cabinet. Bare white 
walls, featureless save for a large 
ventilator grille high up near the 
ceiling ... 

Leon’s voice broke the’ silence. 
“How much do you know?” 

Linda reflected carefully. Should 
she say? Well, why not. What did it 
matter? ‘fo tell them everything 
would probably set their nerves that 
much more on edge, and that’d be 
worth it. 

“You have a very neatly-organised 
racket,” she began. “A contact in 
Russia . . . probably some rich and 
powerful high-up, sends you perfect 
copies of works of art. Sculpture, 
statues, pictures. Perfect, but worth- 
less. Your organisation simply carries 
out the necessary robberies, taking 


the real art treasures to ship to your 
Russian friend, and leaving the copies 
in their place.” 

Leon’s eyes glittered bleakly. 
“Correct in every detail, youngster. 
But it’s a pity you’ve found out so 
much, because it means you’ve got 
to die.” 

Linda’s eyes wavered to Gwen- 
doline. The woman was licking her 
lips nervously. 

“Tsn’t there some other’ way, 
Leon?” Gwendoline’s knuckles were 
showing white on her clenched hands. 
“We haven’t killed anyone in this 
game yet... why run the risk . . .?” 

Leon sighed impatiently. He looked 
appealingly at the other members of 
his gang, for Willis and the fourth 
man had just entered the room. 

“There is no risk at all, Gwendoline. 
Remember, these two interfering 
brats drifted across the Channel in 
fog. We’ve got the wreckage of their 
boat.” 

Now Gwendoline began to get the 
message. “According to the English 
radio, they’re still listed as missing!” 

“Exactly,” said Leon. “So we 
simply drown the pair of them, and 
pile the lot—bodies, wreckage and all 


—somewhere down the coast. The 
French police find ’em, a message of 
sympathy goes across to England, 
and that’s that.” y 

Linda’s palms were moist. The 
casual way Leon had talked had 
driven away the last of her play- 
acted calm. There had to be some- 
‘thing she could do . . . there had to 
bel 


pet? door was right behind her, 
and Linda catapulted backwards 
out of her chair towards it! Her 
shoulders hit the floor and she made 
an expert roll. She’d have been proud 
of it in the school gym... but now... 

Willis had lunged at her, but she 
ducked between his legs and brought 
him thrashing to the ground. Now a 
feint.. . . doubling back for a split 
second while Leon’s two men clawed 
at empty air... round behind them 

. and now she actually had the 
door wrenched open! 

But in the moment of triumph, 
defeat! A hurtling chair smashed 
against the door and ripped it out of 
her hands. The whole wall shuddered 
as it slammed shut . .. 

And then Leon was on her, his 
eyes blazing with hate, his hands 
locked round her neck! She tried to 
scream, but no sound came! 

The room seemed to tilt crazily . .. 
everything was swimming before 
Linda’s eyes . . . and then, suddenly, 
as though it were happening in a 
dream, the black square of the 
ventilator grille came crashing out 
into the room in a shower of plaster 
fragments, and there was Tim, covered 
in dust and grime, leaping to the 
attack with a nailed slat of wood 
swinging in his fists! 


instalment of file number 99212 


BON fingers flew from Linda’s 

throat as the hard edge of the 
wooden slat took him clean across 
the nape of the neck. His eyes were 
already glazed as he slumped to the 
floor. 

Then Tim was on Willis like a tiger, 
and the man reeled away bellowing 
as the hooked nail tore across his 
cheek. 

Now there was a leg of the broken 
chair in Linda’s hand . . . she never 
recalled picking it up. But the end of 
it thudded into Gwendoline’s midriff 
and sent the woman gasping with 
agony across the room, before it swept 
round to make satisfying contact with 
the shins of another attacker. The 
man tripped . . . his head cannoned 
off the table, and he sprawled inert 
across the body of his boss. 

Linda whirled . . . just in time to 
dive aside as the fourth man brought 
a chair whistling down. It missed her 
by inches, and smashed to atoms 
against the wall, and wonderful fate 
flung one of the pieces straight in the 
face of the crook! 

Linda realised she was shouting. 
Meaningless, unintelligible words as 
she rushed across the room to where 
Willis had Tim by the hair, bashing 
his head unmercifully against the 
floor. 

Blazing with rage, Linda kicked 
the -boatman aside . . . but in the 
same instant she was off balance and 
falling, Gwendoline’s outstretched 
hand hauling at her ankle, and she 
had a second’s glimpse of the woman’s 
strained, pallid face before she crashed 
down across Tim with breath-robbing 
force. 

And then there was silence. Just 
one moment’s silence before a silk- 
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smooth voice, level and feminine, 
said: “Not one movement from any- 
one, if you please. This gun has a 
simply frightful habit of going off on 
its own.” 


AZEDLY, Linda and Tim found 
themselves being helped to their 
feet. The brawny arms and craggy, 
smiling faces were as reassuring as 
the British Naval uniforms their two 
helpers wore. 

And in the doorway, backed by 
perhaps half a dozen more of the 
white-belted, blue-jacketed sailors, 
stood Lady Penelope Creighton- Ward, 
looking around in extreme satisfac- 
tion as Leon and his companions 
began to revive. 

“We picked up your S.0.S. message, 
my dear,” Lady Penelope was smiling 
directly at Linda. “And since my 
mansion was aext on the list for 
these thieves, I thought I might as 
well pop over for the action. You'll 
be delighted to know that the 
Russian submarine was successfully 
intercepted, and discreet diplomatic 
enquiries will ensure that everything 
so far stolen will be returned.” 

As Tim patted Linda admiringly 
on the back, and the two friends 
exchanged delighted grins, Lady 
Penelope added: “Both of you are to 
be congratulated. You'll be in all the 
newspapers, of course, and I’m sure 
there'll be substantial rewards.” 

“My Dad’ll need a new boat for 
the one that got wrecked,” decided 
Linda promptly. 

Tim grinned. “Make sure it’s fitted 
with radar this time, Lin. Just in 
case it ever decides to go drifting off 
in a Channel fog . . .” 


THE END 


NEXT WEEK: A new story begins 


toll one KENNEDY! 


AND 


VALUABLE WATCHES & 


THE JOURNEY TO THE MOON 


SKY RAY BRINGS YOU 


THE GREATEST 
COMWMIPETITION EVER! 


PRIZES: The FIRST PRIZEis a free trip to 
Cape Kennedy—the world's biggest Space 
Centre. Look it up.in your atlas. If you win, 
your Mum and Dad can go with you. You will 
fly in a big T.W.A. jet, stop over in New York 
and then go on to Cape Kennedy. Then back 
to New York and home again, with Wall's 
paying for everything. 

And there are lots of other prizes.100 Valuable 
watches can be won as second prizes. 1,000 
Exciting Space Books as third prizes. 


WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO: 1. Look at the diagram 
carefully. It shows a journey from Earth to the Moon 
and back. The numbers you see in the diagram stand 
for events on the journey. Now read the table on the 
right. You will find 14 events. These events each 
happen at a number on the diagram, e.g. No. tis 
“Space Port U.S.A." So, puta figure 1 in the square 
against it. Now decide which number goes with each 
event and mark it in the square against that event. 
You may find the information given in the two Moon 
Fleet Log Books helpful. 

2. Now finish this sentence (not more than 25 words, 
please). ‘/ would like to go to the Moon because . . ." 
Write it out on a piece of paper, add the name and 
address of your usual Wall's shop, and send it with 
the Entry Coupon. 


RULES: 1. Any boy or girl up to the age of 14 years 
on 1st August, 1966, may enter this Competition 
organised by T. Wall & Sons (Ice Cream) Limited, 
Wall’s House, Gloucester, except employees of 


T. Wall and Sons (Ice Cream) Limited and their 
associated companies and their advertising agents 
and members of their families. 

2. Judges for this Competition have been appointed 
by T. Wall & Sons (Ice Cream) Limited. The decision 
of these judges will be final and binding on all 
competitors and no correspondence will be entered 
into. In making their decision the judges will take 
age into consideration. All entries will remain the 
property of T. Wall & Sons (Ice Cream) Limited. 

3. The winning competitors will be informed by letter 
sent to them at the address on their entry form. 
Unsuccessful competitors will not be informed of 
the result but details of major prize-winners will be 
published in the children’s press. There is no cash 
or other alternative to the first prize. 

4. You may enter the Competition as many times as 
you like. But each entry must be on a separate entry 
form. Entry forms are obtainable from your Wall's 
shop. If you send in three or more entries at any 
one time, one entry need not be accompanied by 
wrappers. 

5. Closing date for entries: 19th October, 1966. 
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CUT OUT YELLOW COUPON 


SKY Se 


EXCITING SPACE BOOKS 10 BE WON! 


Parent Craft in Orbit Space Port U.S.A. 


Apollo Moon Craft mounted 
on Carrier Rocket climbs into 
orbit round Earth 


Moonbug rejoins 
Apollo in Moon Orbit 


# Apollo Moon Craft joined 
pvollooon Cea Cnerts to Moonbug, leaves Earth 
Orbit for the Moon 


Lunar Lift-off 


Moonbug takes off Resi es 


Moonbug Touch down Moonbug leaves Moon Orbit 


Apollo Moon Craft and Apollo Moon Craft and 
Moonbug in Moon Orbit Carrier in Parking Orbit 
Apollo Moon Craft joins nose 
to nose with Moonbug First Men on The Moon 
housed in Carrier Rocket 
To: SKY RAY MOON FLEET H.Q. 
(Space Competition) WALL'S HOUSE, GLOUCESTER 
Here are 
(i) My entry for the Moon Fleet Space Competition with three Wall's 
Sky Ray wrappers. 


(ii) My reasons for wanting to go to the Moon. 
(iii) The name and address of my usual Wall's shop. 


NAME AGE: 

On 1st August, 1966 
ADDRESS: 
TOWN: COUNTY: 


{ certify that this entry is the unaided work of the above and that he/she agrees 
to abide by the rules of the Competition. 


PARENT 
Signed GUARDIAN 
TEACHER 
CLOSING DATE FOR ENTRIES 19th OCTOBER, 1966 
1SK7-10476 v 


SKY RAY- HIGHWAY TO THE MOON 
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Their ways are autmoded— but boy. are they loaded! 
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ie U u a 


THATS A 
MUIBEI7 VV FVE 
YXOTURE... 0 THUNK! 
WMI?” VO-OWE / 
KNOW... BUT (7S 
WMIBAIT7E FINES 


WELL —-AH/A FIA- 
WO7 EXACTLY, HOW. 
ABOUT FHVE LINO RED 


ELLY MAY IS FIRST TO SEE THE MASTERPIECE... | L Bur AN ee SHOW La TO GRANNY... RS 


AA KNOWS. 
JEST WHERE TO 
FANE 7S MESS O° 


| = — lr 


SURE 1: 
Bee eiaBeceow. 
AW” MUCH TO PAY 
7O KEEP GRANNY 
HAPPY! 
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NS 


——— 


is 


CHOSEN > WHERE 1S. 
THAT BEREZNMK SPY 
ANP WHAT HAPPENED 

72 ROGER LYON > 


BLT THEY 
WILL NOT BOTHER 
TO LOOk ANY FURTHER 
THAN HERE. YOL/ SEE, 
AFTER / HAVE SHOT 
THE MINISTER / 
WILL KILL YOU 


TSH 
TSA / 


A422. 
OGER LYON, 
one of Lady 


crumbling 


guttering ... 


2EAR 
| A42../ SHALL 


DESPERATELY, HER LAPYSHIP 


SWINGS OUTWARDS... 
LIE LF 


7} SLIPPOSE !D BETTER 


COLLEOT PARKER FROM 


THE ROOF TOP OLUB... 
HELL BE 


QUESTIONS CAN 
BE FOUND IN A 
BulLDING BENEATH 


THE ROOF TOP 
CLUB... 


PARKER 16 ON His FOURTH oP: 
Ni, eee 
GLASS OF LEMONADE Sly 
OL/ CATC i 
Gaareoy \aa THE HOTEL..WE 
HAVE SOME 
FFUNKING 


APPEAR THAT 
4AM THE 


Assassin! 4 


THE ALITHOPHIES 
Wil BEMEVE THAT 
YOL COMMITTED 
SUPE, UNABLE 
TO FAQE THE 
CONSEQUENCES: 


OF YOUR TERRIGLE 
e LEL2 A 
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PARKER. LET'S \. 


FAB ONE GLIDES 
THROLIGH THE 
FARIS. auseaie an THE NEAREST 

{| AtlL-MIGHT BOOK 


Il ize 


/ Will, MR 
LYON... NO-ONE 


TOOK, (M CONVIMCED 
WELL FIND HS 


THE CONTINUING STORY OF LADY PENELOPE—WHO APPEARS IN GERRY ANDERSON’S TV PRODUCTION “THUNDERBIRDS” 


AFTER A SHOWER AND COMPLETE CHANGE OF | f 
CLOTHES, PENELOPE CONSULTS THE MAP... 


THE ASCASSIN 
7O ADOPT 1S’ 1 


FONE THING 

/S CERTAIN, PARKER. 
THE AREA NEAR THE 
ROOF TOP CLUB IB 
GOING TO BE THE 
INTENDED SCENE OF 
THE ASSASSINATION 


NOT... BLIT AbL 
THEY WILL FIND 
WiLL BE YOL/.. 
DEAD! / SHALL 
BE IWN THE NEXT 


OKAY 70 ME, 
MLAOY... BLT 
7ME'S: SHORT, 
THE MINISTER | 
Wil BE GOING ff 


Four pioneers set out to explore the unknown . .. and are now lost in space? 


BUT SUDDENLY... 
A CAT'S PAW! 


Seron soldiers steal the twins’ 
thought-phones, leaving them 
i tiny midgets. In an attempt to 
recover them, and the Tevorans’ 
{ stone, Tim and Tam find them- 
selves trapped in a mousehole 
in Borg’s castle. Suddenly, a 


It mouse blocks their way . . - W! THOT. 


WAS CLOSE, es 


ij ; 
| SY Pr 
Be 3 Ged AWAKE? 


i 
i r . | WERE 

f AN SHED, TAN... 
FMBHED 


| 

i \ f BIEBE: 

rf \ | TAN AV ELEPAMANT 
ae 70 MES 


PSOON EVERYTHING ff 
iS REA 


AM 
WERE 
CBVIOCESLY IN 


l 


22... THE TRC. 
i : dA 6008 2ene7x 
- \ OF O77 ON, TAA? / 


oS; || 


Vi — AA 


STEP _BY STEP THE 
ARE CLIMBED, UNTIL... 


THE BUZZ OF VOICES 

DRAWS THE TWINS Z 

TO AN OPEN DOOR... COME WI74/) WHE... 

aT sae WU MASTER BORE 
Wil BE FLEASEPD 


(7S SAG. 
7 457 BE! 
oh Bs == a ee 
S e ANP THOSE 
MOST BE THE 
SEROVE WHO FOOK 


Gite THOUGHT OHONES. ) 
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Lovely Lady Penelope tea set in 
‘Penelope pink’. This is a REAL 29 piece 
tea set which includes an authentic 
Georgian tea pot, sugar bowl and milk jug, 


oS = S } each with its own Lady Penelope monogram 
THREE DIMENSIONAL! = i Penelope moaeseain: 


PANT TOS OENING TY SERIES Beautifully laid-out in a colourful 


THUNDERBIRDS! = window-display box. 


ACTUAL SIZE ‘ : oy 


12's DEEP 16% WIDE Wig A scrua size 
SOO RR «17 wide by Tdeep 
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TEAM UP WITR 


/ Here's a message toevery 
Thunderbird agent: 
search out all six coloured 
3-D cut-out models on the 
backs of Kellogg's SUGAR 
SMACKS packets 
immediately. Accuracy of 
models threatens to reveal 
identity of I.R. 


d) 
Al 


; 
\ if 
a EIS Be 
LADY A 
ies 


FABFATHER 
EVERYONE SHOULD 
LOOK FOR THE NEW 
SUGAR SMACKS 
PACKET WITH MY 
PICTURE ON 
-THEFRONT. 


ACTUAL SIZE 
Jeff Tracy, as cut out from the 
large size Kellogg's Sugar 
Smacks packet. The other five 
models are shown above. 
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® FAB CLUB LOOKS AT THE 


Gor your whistles and truncheons at the ready ? 
Because this week, FAB Club has been investig- 

ating the investigators! That is ... all matters legal, 

judicial—and even downright criminal! 


TFénallope CW. 


(P.S. Needless to say, there's 
one member of the Creighton-Ward 
household who's been looking dis- 
tinctly uncomfortable this week! No 


5 ry 
We're | zie, hough, with those crazy 
2 
insured ( «+=. 
‘~~ C2 ¢ 
4 


Posies for the 
Prisoners 


AROS at the Old Bailey in 
London are always given a 
small bunch of flowers, and 
posies of sweet-smelling herbs 
are scattered in the prisoner's 
dock! 


The custom dates from the 
days when prisons were so 
filthy that the unfortunate crim- 
inals had an unpleasant smell 
around them! Once, in 1750, the 
Lord Mayor of London, two 
judges, jurors and witnesses all 
died as a result of infection they 
caught from the accused prison- 
ers on trial! 


w 


FAB FACES 


To Cateh a Thief... 


. when the first policemen—‘The Bow 
Street Runners’—were recruited in the 19th 
Century, they wore top hats, white trousers, 
tail coats and carried rattles with which to raise 
the alarm! They were often drunk on duty! 


.., the word ‘bobby’ comes from the nick- 
name for Sir Robert Peel—who founded this 


Elephant herds have 
their own laws and 


JUNGLE JUSTICE 


rules and any mem- 


ery Nee pater ber who breaks the 
. .. policemen in Northern Ireland wear dark elephant code is 
green uniforms. banished from the 


herd for 
. .. up until the 16th Century there were no life. 
policemen. If a man discovered his horse had 
been stolen, he would go to the village square, 
raise a hue and cry, and then everybody would 
be expected to join in the chase. Later, under a 
new law, every man in a village had to serve a 
one-year term as a constable. As there was no 
pay, the job was very unpopular, and many 
locals—when their ‘call-up’ was due—would 
move to another county! 


(Oh, ccecteecic f SCOTLAND YARD... 


* 
* 
* 
up or grated, te . .. headquarters of the London Metropolitan 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 


AM YEP 
2ON7T Mio, MATES, 
4£L OPT OLF OF FS 
WEEK'S FAB CLLB... 
MAKES ME FEEL 

_ KINA CREEP 


His wife threw a fit— Police is so-called because it stands on the site of 


L | with a dish he was hit, a Scottish Palace which Saxon Kings stayed in 
@ And now he’s a young when visiting London. The present building 
copperplated! 


is made of granite quarried by Dartmoor prisoners. 
FI IKI III IAA ADAASAAAAA AAAI ADA ASAS AAA AH 


Amanda Higson, 
Bolton. 


” Valerie Rudd, 
Guisborough. 
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ay 


s 


5, 


itt. 
& thes 
$4 f itt 


a 


$ 


$ 


at 
a 
pie 
e 


hi. 
Ping 


£7) chs 
ot ro4 


HH 


S555 

HE: 
Ht bri 
Saehtts 


seseeettit 
Bans 
f Hf 
a Hi 
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There's always magic in the air when the enchanting Samantha is around! 


AUNT CLARA DECIDES TO DROP 
IN ON le NAS iales bi DARRIN.. (el ee 
GET OUTTA \ 
= THE WAY, YOU ) 
\ y ( 
\ 


s 


eae 
& ip /\ 


vi) 
a 
Sy 
W 


‘a 


° Taw Ww 
eg Sea ee 
(Nee am 1? ROAD) \ aie ao oe ; 

jae 


oi eu 


re 


WELL, HERE | a = 
(< Go AGAIN THB Me ) Men chee . S AW, GEE! 
| MAYBE (42 GET gS \ hyd, ( MERE EReECINS 
ee ae eee eveeraonr /\\ \WV faz Ll COMEANY-..A 
AAO ( HOLECHT / DO ~ BUSINESS 
CLIENT! 


Por Re 
OH, DEAR. 
AND (VE SADE ae ae 
A MESS OF Pp 
TNS S f 


(sours, y 


De BY : (ES Mawenasy A 


WS Bs 
ue PROP WNL Save wz 


7 ‘COME 
RICHT i, 


(THINK / CAN 
EXFLAMN... 
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AUNT CLARA CONFESSES... pee AND TWO NOGE -TWITCHES LATER... es eS 
: See HOW WAS / Zz THAT NOW, AR. 
ae TO KNOW HE WAS St ANC HASH Ee... 


MR. HAWCWASH ? ALE, 


SEX 


Zz 


QD (GET OF 
THERE F 


SS 


eS 


LEK 


<7 


WHEN SAM INVITES 
THE GUEST TO 
HELP HIMSELF, HE 
DOES UUST THAT | 


BLU7,.. BUT 
WHAT ABOUT THE 
RENEWAL OF 
YOU COMFAANYS 


SORRY, WO 
RENEWAL , STEVENS, / 
GOT ME A CAEAREC 

AQVERT/SING DEAL, 
SO 1 OV MY WAY 
70 S/GN UP 
WITH EM. 


WELL, 
OOF ALL THE see 
Eve 
f 
NERVE! A MAN MALE A 


f \AVG OF HIMIBELL, 
/ HE O1DO¢ 


AAWCWASLY 

7WO-TIMED L/S, 
cAgeY¢ CALLED ME, AND /VE 
SIGNED THE DEAL 


AS IF SAMANTH 
DIDN'T KNOW... 


LVERY THINGS 
TLRNED OL/T FIVE... 
6L7 / WONDEC 
WHAT HAPPENED 
7° AAWEWAS//., 


CAR ON THE HIGHWAY, 
WET LEAVE (7 BES THAT 
ONE AIN'T GOT THE 
MANNERS OF 
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ESCAPE. 
ISTROUS CREATURE EMITS ITS 
POISON INK AN? THE PACIFICAN LEADER 
AND HIS DAUGHTER COLLAPSE... 


AND MARINA ARE TRAPPED IN OUTSIDE THE CAVE, THE FACIFICAN 
MACHINES CEASE THEIR ATTACK... Rie 
fe ESCAPE E ya? 


WE HAVE NO 
MORE AMMUNITION... 
ANC _THE SQUID 

STILL LIVES! 


7 
THEN AN IDEA COMES ARMED WITH THEIR 

TO THE YOUNG MAN... NEW WEAPON, THE 
PACIFIGANS APPROACH 
THE CAVE MOUTH... 


BRING STOUT 
SEAWEED VINES... 
Np) HERE 6 VE 


= i CHANCE { 
ae 


THREE OF THE VINES 
Loo. A 
LAS 


P AROUND HURRY... 
" HING TENTACLE... THE FREE ENDS OF THE VINE? 
a j= MONSTER ARE TIED SECURELY TO ONE 
oS ESCAPES! 
fe \ XQ ‘ THEN 
é A> % 


l IT'S WORKING. 
KEEP MOVING 
_ “ORWARD: 


APHONY AND MARINA 

ARE CARRIED AWAY 

FROM THE ACRID POISON Fl 
eLOUD... ee 
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